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to the woman at his side, who, with back bent, shoulders hunched,
and her elbows on the table, gave the effect of someone loosely
sprawling. His thick black hair fitted close above his eyebrows
like a cap. He had thick lips, and the blueness of his jowl was
evidence of an exuberant growth of beard with which his razor
fought a losing battle. He had quite forgotten to eat, and the
gravy on his plate was fast congealing. He took some paper and
a fountain-pen from his pocket and started to draw, making
some remark as he did so that brought a smile to the lips of his
red-faced companion. At that moment the waiter made as
though to clear the table, and at once the young man flung him-
self upon the food before him and cleared his plate with the
swiftness of a famished dog.

At length the three of them rose. The elder man, as soon as
he got up, was seen to be a veritable giant. He might have been
a Prince of some Scandinavian Royal House. The youth, whose
length of body from shoulder to waist had, while he was sitting,
given the impression that he was of about the same height,
reached scarcely to his shoulder. Fabien had never seen anyone
quite like hint. He wore very tight trousers of light-coloured
cloth which accentuated the abnormal development of his
thighs, which might have been those of an acrobat. He made no
attempt to give the woman precedence, but, with an air of cool
insolence and a toothpick jutting from his mouth, made for the
door, followed by the rubicund giant who once more stared at
Fabien as he passed his table. Their companion stayed behind to
drink a glass of water, and Fabien, who ever since the beginning
of the meal had been eager to see her face, watched her intently.
At last she turned round, and he recognized Fanny.

Only a paradox can express his feelings at that moment. He
recognized her although she had not changed. The modem
miracle which has given to women the seeming boon of eternal
youth produces in some people, of whom Fabien Dezaymeries
was one, a sense of terror and disgust. In these young women of
fifty, preserved by some supernatural agency, the eyes alone are